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Prologue

Quarter-Moon, April, 1955 – Kenya


Njambi

Cicadas crack the silence in the limp-leaved forest. River water a black Kenyan tea – not English, no milk. Moja, mbili, tatu, nne. I am escorted by four of the loyalists. They are not loyal; they are traitors. They betray the land and their blood. Boys half my age, some from the Catholic mission, carrying long sticks to look like rifles in the dark. Only one has an oversized rifle. He looks ridiculous. I can see through this blindfold. These boys cannot catch a fish or a goat, but they think they have power. Insects screech and throb through layers of leaves. I hear the rush of whispers, the crack of footsteps over dry straw.

A dry, calloused palm on my wrist.

‘Jambo … aberighani?’

He speaks like I have just come on a visit. He takes me by the hand and leads me into an airless place, the kusi monsoon pattering on corrugated iron roof. Daylight is thin.

‘A chair. On your right. Sit.’

I stumble into a tea chest, feeling my hip hit a sharp metal corner. I grab the rough wooden rim for balance. He pushes me towards an empty oil drum, rough with rust. This is not a chair. There is a waxed cloth folded on top. The rim of the drum cuts into my thighs.

I try to take the blindfold off.

‘No. Leave it. We see you; you do not see us.’

But I do see him because I can hear him. He is Atu, the sergeant who came to Miss Hulda’s place, who took the body. His face is round and shiny, the whites of his eyes yellow. He is not Kikuyu. And there are others here, confused men-boys, standing around with their sticks. They do not know they will come for them too.

‘You need to tell us where he is – Ebu.’

‘I have not seen my husband for many moons. I do not know where he is.’

He moves closer, circling me.

‘You do.’

The low whine of a mosquito, like a dying saw, circles with him, undulating over the rank air. Two shadows enter with kerosene lamps. I see silhouettes and hollows, distorted shapes. I cannot see the blood on their linen, but I smell it. Atu cricks his neck from side to side.

Fear like blood rises in my veins. The shadows get closer.

‘Maybe you need help remembering.’

‘I cannot remember what I do not know.’

He laughs. It sounds like mud in his throat. Over it, the monotonous moan of the mosquito.

‘Do you remember your son?’

My face is stone.

‘Ah, yes. Indeed.’

This is an English voice, out of the dark. I see the milky outlines, hear the hard consonants.

‘They cannot remember what they do not know. If you cannot freely tell us what we need, there are other ways we can get at it. You do not want those. ’

I stand mute. A sarcophagus. They will not know my child.

‘Your children have no land. Your treachery has robbed them.’

My treachery? This is Atu, for whose family my father gave goat milk when they had nothing.

The milky man stands in front of me. I can smell his stale breath like mould on bread.

‘You are a traitor to Kenya. You are hiding the Mau Mau.’

‘I am no traitor.’ There is a babbling behind me. Atu steps forward.

‘The men here, some Kikuyu, tell me you are iruga. We shall soon see.’

The fear rises to my ears. I feel him take my arms, pin them back. Someone lifts my skirt, another knee levering my legs apart, pushing me back on the drum.

‘Eww.’ The boys giggle like idiots.

‘She is iruga. Even the Kikuyu men would not touch that.’

‘What?’ This is English man.

Atu says, ‘She was raised by the Stumpf woman, sir. She wouldn’t let the elders perform the cleansing ceremony.’

I won’t let. I won’t let. I want to scream. This is my body. My land. I won’t let. This is not yours.

‘Yet you still protect these men? Your husband is no friend of Kikuyu if he marries iruga.’

I spit between teeth. ‘I know nothing.’

I feel the weight of wood on my cheek, through my jaw. As the black flashes light, I see the English man lift his hand dismissively, muttering to Atu. I cannot hear what.

‘Your husband is Kikuyu and he married iruga? Well, he must know you can enjoy with others. Traitor one way, traitor all ways.’

They just beat me last time. Beat me worse the second time. I know what happens the third time. Milky man returns with a glowing ember. I see it. I scream. They grunt.

They leave me dumped by the oil drum on the soiled waxed cloth, bleeding, burning. They took my son. I know he is dead. I smell his blood in the earth. But my comfort is my other child will never know this. I swallowed my seed, spit my truth far, far from here. She is safely hidden in the dark.

Here is the list of my three main issues: Land. Justice. My Seed. I forget freedom: I just want my seed to survive.





Chapter 1

Tuesday 14th September, 2010 – Dewbow, Derbyshire

A loud primal bellow. A living chainsaw rips through the forest. Diana opens her blackout blinds, squinting at the horizon. She starts her morning run at 5.30 a.m. when mists rise off stones and bracken. Up here on the banks by the woodland, where the moor edge pushes over, autumn’s shoving in its shoulder. The lone oak stands at the door to the wild moor, arms outstretched to the elements.

She can smell the rut already.

The deer start their serious business here every September. The sweetness of a rising late summer breeze is now darker and riper: a pungent, ancient smell. She can’t escape the earth.

Bang! As if to a starting pistol, the air splits, trees shudder. Silence for two seconds. Then ravens squawk, wood pigeons flutter, ground trembles as the giant stag leaps over bracken hedge, diving deeper into the woodland.

She clutches the damp, cold stone wall before vaulting, entering the Bronze Age, bracken raised like spears, the rutting season when stags stalk does, does bolt, hunters stalk stags. Predators hover. No matter how knackered, even after pulling an all-nighter, Diana is drawn by the sirens of nature, through the roots, ferns and jagged boulders. The deer dip beyond the gorse breaks, deep wooded dells, ribboned by tinkling rivulets.

Over the field, Diana swipes at unruly black Afro curls bouncing into her eyes. Mental note: haircut asap. Diana’s work hours and personality mean she’s made few acquaintances in her neighbourhood. She really should get out more – or something. In twenty minutes, she will be in south-west Sheffield and her workday will swallow her whole. But here, in the fierce elements, nature stamps its morality.

BANG!

The blast behind her rips through her eardrums, her bones. Reverbs in her head. The branch in front of her shatters, falls. She jumps to the side, all reflex now, all doe. Heart banging, she bolts across the path, the brook, stumbling on stones, her breath in hard cold knots. Don’t look back. Vault the stile.

She arrives at her narrow box of a cottage, heart pumping and not because she can’t run. She leans over the rose bush knowing she should stretch but she’s going to retch. Her ears are ringing, her head is ringing. The shot’s still ringing. No – she can hear real ringing. Still retching, she turns the key in the kitchen door, hurls herself over the sofa, reaching for her BlackBerry.

‘Hello?’ she pants.

‘’Kin ’ell, lass. Who’s the lucky guy?’

‘Who is this?’ she snaps.

‘Who is this, sir.’

Seriously.

‘Sorry, sir. Just been out …’

‘Filing cabinet on the Legley Road High School site. Flies. Smells bad. Got DS Robertson going down there. Blokes can’t shift the thing. The developer Geoff Thomlins’ having kittens. Get down and see what’s what, Walker.’

‘I’m on it, sir.’

‘So I gather,’ he chuckles and hangs up.

Driving over the edge of the Pennines, everything reminds Diana of what she’s entering: the craggy boulders the broken crowns of a certain defendant, untameable yellow gorse the hair of a veteran shoplifter. The desolate Mothermoor, the loneliness of the sociopath. And the fraying heather hemming in the Victorian sprawl of Sheffield’s south-west, the city’s proud corner of opulence. She’s seen it happen to the sharpest: that insidious blunting that immersion brings. The ten miles distance into Derbyshire gives her a perspective she can’t afford to lose – even if her terraced cottage can get bleak in the winter. There’s still a strange comfort in returning at the end of each shift to the horizon of criminal teeth boulders, the familiar silhouette of the lone oak snag, raised like a middle finger to the sky.

The first chill of the coming winter mists up her windscreen. Sky’s a darkening grey. Two hawks circle patiently.

They know.

Outside the demolished Legley Road High School, DI Diana Walker opens the car door to the sheepish grin of Major Crimes’ DS Carl Robertson, a tall, bulky man in his late twenties with serious blue-grey eyes and a Tintin quiff.

‘It may be nowt, Boss. Just a locked filing cabinet.’

Diana frowns.

‘Why didn’t they open it?’

‘Workmen only noticed today as they have to clear the site. Said it’s been vandalised since Bank Holiday but just left it. They’re a bit spooked out.’

Slamming the door, she marches next to Robertson, cold hands thrust deep in her pockets, eyes on the yellow tape manned by two uniforms. While they check her through, she pulls on latex gloves, frowning at the barely cleared approach path.

‘It doesn’t smell good, Boss.’

Diana looks up at the giant skeleton of a half-demolished 1960s relic. In the middle of the taped clearing, incongruous as a lost Dalek, a grey filing cabinet, a 1970s menhir tagged in orange paint with a splattery daub: ‘Merka’ in mushroom bubble-letters. Over it, a cloud of flies hovers.

She walks over rubble, scattered concrete islands. Robertson scrambles after her.

‘Probably a dead dog in there. Bored kids in summer holidays.’

Diana does a one-eighty. A group of workmen huddle around a van on the other side of the tape.

‘When was this place demolished?’ she asks.

‘Twenty-eighth July, Boss.’

‘That filing cabinet should be in a museum.’

‘The workmen say it was in one of the mobile classrooms and dumped here when they took them away,’ says Robertson.

‘But it was empty then?’

‘Yes – the supervisor said they checked that no paperwork was left around. Data security or something. Auditors had been in and all keys were handed in months ago. That’s what alerted them. It’s heavy now and drawers are jammed.’

Diana ducks under the tape despite the uniform’s yelp. One of the workmen, clearly the youngest, stands apart, nervously stubbing out a roll-up. An older, bald one nods towards him.

‘It’s Sean, detective. I think he’s paranoid of filing cabinets. You can use our bradawl though.’

He holds out the tool. Diana ignores it but Robertson takes it with a nod.

The men chuckle but Diana knows it’s nerves. Sean, the young kid, scowls. He’s built like a bull, brown-bronzed skin stretched smooth over muscles better fitted for stadiums. His trembling hands open another Rizla.

Diana walks back over to the filing cabinet, followed by Robertson, holding the bradawl like a redundant limb. She looks closely at the lock at the top, peering in. She runs her gloved hand down the drawers and tries to open the top one. It doesn’t shift.

‘Think it’s jammed, Boss. Here.’ Robertson holds out the bradawl, but Diana’s eyes are fixed on the lock.

‘No – the pin’s across. It’s been locked.’

Robertson looks on the ground.

‘Maybe key dropped out …’

Diana rummages in her pocket and pulls out a paperclip. She straightens it out, picking it into the lock like a key. The top drawer ricochets open with a clean snap. Nothing inside but dust and dead flies. As she tries the second drawer, a black cloud of flies bursts out.

Squatting down, she yanks at the bottom drawer. It slides open with the buzz of wings. Diana falls back into the swarm of flies, back of wrist to nose.

Gasping for air, she stands up, eyes fixed down. Nestling in an open black bin liner, a mass of white maggots feasts on half a fist, bust at its grey seams. Further back, eyes bubbling with larvae, the grimace of a startled head grins back.

CSI Tom Marks emerges from the tent that now covers the filing cabinet. Beyond it, a huddle of irritated workmen slouch, squinting into the sun. They answer a volley of questions from two uniforms.

Diana walks back over the rubble to Marks.

‘How long?’

He shrugs.

‘The foreman says place was demolished in July, but this is fresh meat. Maggots still. In this heat and a metal filing cabinet, it’s like being in an oven on Gas Mark two. Not enough blow flies yet. I’ll need to get it to the lab to be sure but …’

‘Roughly?’

‘Two weeks max.’

Diana looks around, scrutinising the wreckage: turquoise painted drainpipes and chipped rusty frames.

‘No CCTV?’

‘Just over there, Boss, over the whole site. It’s turned off though,’ Robertson says.

‘Why?’

The workmen shrug en masse.

‘Boss said company was being audited for compliance with building regs and that.’

Diana frowns.

‘Get details from Thomlins,’ she calls over to Robertson.

‘Nobody else on site?’

‘No. There were a few bods with clipboards, vests and hardhats in July, early August. From council or auditors,’ bald head says. ‘Thomlins int pleased. Wants to get cracking on the development.’

‘Tough. He’ll have to wait while we’re done.’ Diana turns to walk across the rubble. Robertson catches up with her. ‘And find out who last had the keys to the old school and is responsible for all the …’

She waves her arm over the rubble of the school.

‘Leftover objects.’

Robertson nods and swallows.

‘Boss …’

Diana stops, turns.

‘I used to work here.’

Diana stares at him, incredulous.

‘When?’

‘2005–2006. I was a teaching assistant. It’s what made me want to go into policing.’

Diana sighs, surveying the wreckage from the 1960s behemoth: rusty turquoise piping, shards of grey, frosted glass, splintered yellow desk wood, etched with decades of teenage rage and obsession – all piled on top of a pyre of concrete rubble.

‘Smashing. I’ll have to run it past the super. School closed officially July, right?’

‘All the years under Year 11 left in summer 2008 and just Year 11s in for the next year. Then it all closed after their GCSEs in July 2009. They were moving the mobile units off and out earlier.’

Diana peers down the road. A black-windowed Jeep cruises past, blasting out Dizzee Rascal.

‘Bit weird, eh?’ remarks Robertson. ‘Just doesn’t look right.’

‘Not what you’d expect to find in a filing cabinet, no. And most filing cabinets aren’t left out in the middle of a demolition site.’ Diana looks up at the tree line. ‘House-to-house for anything unusual the past month. I need to get an ID as soon as possible. So, give me a list of school employees, students, parents. Trawl missing persons.’ She pauses, frowning. ‘And I want everything about the history of this building and planning permissions.’

Diana looks at the filing cabinet’s back, tagged with bright orange spray paint in huge letters, filling the entire length and breadth. ‘Merka’.

‘Find the tagger. Any tags around the city. Any unlikely lads or lasses about. Marks, how old is this paint?’

Marks approaches, bends, scrapes with a small tool. ‘Recent – within a couple of weeks.’

‘Filing cabinet’s been here at least as long because the drips are on the rubble around it.’ Diana’s eyes root through the surrounding detritus. She nods at something five yards away.

Marks goes over, picks up a battered spray-can, rattles it.

‘Empty. I’ll check for fingerprints though. Nozzle’s still here.’

She wanders over the gnarled teeth of a ravaged school, shards of concrete, spears of rust-crusted pipe.

‘Moving a filing cabinet is noisy business. Even in the mud. How come no one heard this? What other noises were going on?’ Diana asks the air. Robertson looks around.

‘Noisier during peak times and there’s been the roadworks, Boss.’

‘Find out the dates of those. And if they worked overnight. And we need to find that filing cabinet key.’

As she walks back and forth, trying to outline the drag-route of the filing cabinet by the ruts in the mud, she sees something glisten against concrete crumbs. Not like the dirty bits of window in the main yard. Stooping, in gloved hands she picks up a smooth clear acrylic nail, shining like a shell on the pebbled shore of the wrecked ship of Legley Road High. White tipped, glistening like a transparent pearl. Diana calls over to Marks. He approaches with a plastic evidence bag.

She holds out the nail. ‘Bit boujee for a builder.’

Marks frowns, pulls out tweezers, bags the nail.

‘Indeed.’




Chapter 2

Monday 30th August, 2010 – Creamfields, Halton, Cheshire


Bruno

Creamfields catering. Nowt down for it. No change off a fiver for two coffees and queuing for twenty minutes. I walk back to her. Two days flat-out raving, Charlotte can still look lush next to a burger van.

‘Here you go.’

‘Cheers, babe.’ She stares about with that same spaced-out look she had when I first saw her at Impy’s.

‘You seen Amy, Bruno? I’m getting a ride back with her.’

I shake my head. She looks at me over her rim of froth.

‘How you getting back?’

‘A mate,’ I say.

‘Can I get a ride with you?’

I look at her: peachy skin, ash-blonde hair, wispy curls, pinked-up lips sucking on overpriced coffee with a wince, blue eyes on me but wandering off. Firefox hoodie, skinny jeans, hundred-quid trainers scuffed up in mud and festival shit because she knows Daddy can get another pair just like that. Pandora charm bracelet. I imagine her stuffed in back of a Mondeo estate with greasy youts running county for Ryan, shaking blades in pocket, stuffed socks, bloodied knuckles, mouths and arseholes full of rock and H pellets. Imagine her finding it a thrill. Imagine her in a train, strung out, in a trap house. Imagine the other life she could have had with those private school A level results, uni, driving licence, laughing free, buzzing on someone else’s shoulders. Kissing someone who can give her that life.

In ten seconds, I know.

‘Na. Got to chip, Charlotte.’

Her face falls into the coffee. Cold, grey sludge. She tips it out on the ground.

‘Text me, yeah?’ she says.

I look her up and down. Leave no room for hope. Push it out at ten thousand feet.

She’s doesn’t get it, goes in for the hug. I just give her the shoulder stroke, my eyes already on Ryan’s van at the far end. I move between the clutter of bodies and litter through to the arse end of summer.





Chapter 3

Wednesday 15th September, 2010 – Sheffield Police HQ

Diana can never find a parking spot in the rammed HQ police car park. In ten years, she’s yet to find out what game she has to play in order to secure one. Getting back to Major Crimes HQ involves finding a side street without double yellows within a five-minute walking distance to Merrick Street.

Robertson is already stationed at his desk, scrolling through a list of names on an old monitor.

‘Nice one, Robertson,’ says Diana. ‘Staff and students, yes?’ She peers over his shoulder. Robertson’s desk is renowned for being orderly – unlike Diana’s own, which is a jumble of notepads, plastic coffee cups, bulging beige files and Post-it notes stuck on any and every surface. Robertson, on the other hand, has a potted aloe vera plant, a pen tidy, a labelled stapler and a personalised coffee mug, a gift from his fiancée, Daphne. He’s immune to the piss-take.

‘Made some calls, Boss. Most of them out of work, on supply or at school. There’s a couple who didn’t appear at start of term for their new roles …’

‘Oh?’ Diana frowns, sitting on the corner of her desk.

‘The head of PE and Gifted and Talented – or rather ex. Leroy Young. He never showed up to his temporary contract post at High Peak. His wife says she hasn’t seen him since Bank Holiday weekend.’

‘And that’s not odd?’

Robertson shrugs. ‘They’re separated. Said he’ll be off with some new tart. Just mad because he was a no-show to the kid’s birthday party.’

‘Okayyy. And?’

‘John Daniels, the Head of School. Still not showed up to his new post as deputy head at Pitsmoor High. Divorced before the summer. Ex-wife says she’s no idea.’

‘Any recent photos?’

Robertson clicks, bringing up an image of an athletic black man.

‘Leroy Young.’

‘OK … not him for sure. Let’s see the head.’

Robertson clicks on another link. Diana squints, head on one side.

‘Next of kin?’

‘Not sure. There’s the ex I just spoke with. His dad lives in a care home in Birmingham. Mum died last year of ovarian cancer.’

Diana inhales.

‘Bring the ex in.’

Diana walks into the Chief Medical Officer’s office. Will Gorman’s long, lean fingers scroll through images on a 1990s monitor.

‘Not seen anything like this in three decades. Even on conferences.’

‘Pre-planned?’

‘Well, he was killed before he was butchered. Look here …’

Diana moves around to where he’s pointing at the screen. There’s a clear, large bullet hole at the base of the neck.

‘He was shot. I’d say from at least thirty yards. With a rifle.’

‘A rifle?’

‘Yeah. You won’t find that bore from a handgun. And those fern spores. They’re from the Peak District. I don’t think he was murdered in town.’

‘Any chance though?’

Gorman shakes his head. ‘Not really. A bore like that requires a gun with a big bang. Unless you use a silencer.’

Diana purses her lips.

‘What about the weapon for butchering?’

‘Butcher knives. Cleaver. A hacksaw on some of the bones.’

‘A butcher?’

Gorman taps the screen with his pencil, shrugs. ‘Or a surgeon. They knew what they were doing, that’s for sure. And that mole on his cheek …’

The intercom buzzes. ‘DI Walker, Mrs Daniels is in reception.’

‘Rock and roll. Let’s go.’

Diana meets Mrs Joy Daniels in the foyer, looking as if she might be late for a train or forgot to switch the iron off despite her well-groomed appearance. Magenta nails, highlighted hair. Forties. Simple white shirt, jeans and platform sandals, clasping and unclasping the clip on her shoulder bag. Marks and Sparks class.

She frowns. ‘Do I really have to do this? I mean his dad’s—’

‘In a nursing home in Birmingham. With Alzheimer’s.’

Mrs Daniels sits back in a sulk. ‘There’s his sister in Australia. Our decree absolute came through in May.’

‘We just need a positive ID.’

Mrs Daniels sighs. ‘Well, I know he’s been out and about this summer. A mate of mine saw him at some charity party in Derbyshire. Just because he’s not answering my calls means nothing – we’re divorced.’

‘His neighbours haven’t seen him since the Bank Holiday weekend,’ states Diana, checking through her notepad, although she knows it for a fact. ‘He was last seen leaving his flat with a black man on the morning of Saturday 28th August in a silver car.’

Mrs Daniels raises her eyebrows.

‘He doesn’t drive a silver car. He drives a …’

‘Black Lexus. Which is still parked up outside his flat.’

Mrs Daniels shrugs.

‘Ducking and diving his debts. As per usual.’

Mrs Daniels’ lips set in a firm line of exasperation.

Diana looks at her. ‘Are you alright?’

She sighs. ‘Can’t believe I’m doing this after everything he’s put me through.’

Which is …?

Instead: ‘This way. The Chief Medical Examiner will talk you through.’

The room’s cosy: purple curtains, green houseplants, cream cushions, an oak coffee table. Two glasses of water. A tape recorder whirs. Mrs Daniels sits on an armchair facing Diana. Gorman, tall, straight-jawed, broad shouldered, in wire-framed spectacles, enters, holding a large envelope. Brief introductions are made. He sits down, pulling his immaculately creased trousers up an inch from the knee.

‘We’re going to see just the picture of a head, no body, Mrs Daniels. As I think DI Walker explained …’

Mrs Daniels slowly closes her eyes and ejects an angry sigh. She opens her eyes and looks directly at Gorman, poker-faced.

‘The remains were found in a black bin liner in a filing cabinet. There was obvious decomposition. You mentioned he has a scar in his cleft chin …’

He places a photo face down on the table. Mrs Daniels’ perfectly manicured hand reaches out, flicks it over, like a card in a game of rummy. She breathes in fast, blinks. Flicks the photo back down. Her fingers tremble and she clutches her bag as if for support.

‘He don’t have a mole on his left cheek but … That’s him. That’s John.’

Gorman turns towards the tape recorder: ‘For the record, Mrs Daniels, ex-wife, formally identifies the head as being that of John Daniels … Thank you, Mrs Daniels. DI Walker will take you through to the grief counsellor.’

Mrs Daniels shakes her head, standing up. ‘I’m OK.’

Takes two steps towards the door, stumbles, falling against the sofa. Diana catches her but she’s out cold.

‘She said he didn’t have a mole though …’

Gorman stands up.

‘That’s no mole. It fell off in the bag. It was a bloated tick.’

‘Walker! In here.’

A shiny foreheaded wedge of pink flesh framed with wisps of auburn wire appears in the glass-officed doorway.

‘Wish me luck with the super!’ Diana hisses to Robertson, sliding off her desk.

Entering Superintendent Marchant’s office is like entering the Tardis. Medals, certificates, trophies, press clippings, a glass-fronted cabinet, the huge mahogany desk with a massive blotter and several beige files piled up in a neat stack. Marchant’s a six-foot bulk of a man with receding auburn hair and an indelible history in South Yorkshire Police. A beat officer during the miners’ strike, he’s now on the threshold of a well-paid retirement. His father led the policing of the miners’ strike and Hillsborough. Retired to Spain now. Marchant’s old school, with all the heritage of the nefarious East and West Ridings. Diana knows he expects her to bail or ask for a transfer, that he hasn’t a clue how to deal with her. The lads resent her status, but he’s under pressure from national legislature to show a more ‘diverse’ task force. Nothing too serious; in fourteen more months, he’ll be on the golf course every morning – not glaring from his chair at gormless policemen and pigeons.

She stands at the door. Marchant motions her to sit on the well-worn leather chair in front of his desk.

‘Well?’

‘Sir, it’s the Head of Legley Road High School. John Daniels.’

Marchant groans, picking up the handset. ‘Which line?’

‘Sir. The filing cabinet.’

He frowns at her. Drops the handset. Knuckles on forehead.

‘Mutilation?’

No, sir, he did a Houdini in the bottom drawer.

‘Yes, sir. We’re missing the torso and legs.’

Marchant sighs. ‘Smashing.’

He picks up a paperclip from his desk, looking at it as if it’s an oracle.

‘I need you to close this, Walker. Asap. Whatever’s required. What do you know about the school?’

‘We’re just working through employees prior to its demolition.’

‘Anything?’

‘Two male members of staff missing.’

Marchant raises red wiry eyebrows.

‘The ex-headmaster and ex-head of PE,’ says Diana.

‘Well, we know where one is.’

Marchant scrutinises the solicitors’ rooftop opposite as if expecting to find the PE teacher among the pigeons that shit on his car. He leans forward, fingers pressed together.

‘Walker, we both know the row around closure of Legley Road High. Parents, students and staff were fuming. Don’t want Mayor on me back again. Press’ll have a picnic.’

Diana catches her breath. ‘Sir. I’ll get this sorted.’

‘You better. DS Neville and DI Lawton are chomping at the bit for this murder case. Any fk-ups or delays and it’s theirs. Got that?’

‘Yes, sir.’

‘I guess we’ll be needing a press conference later,’ he groans.

Diana swallows.

He looks at her. ‘What?’

‘I don’t think we should release the ID yet, sir.’

‘Of course we’re releasing the ID! This is a high-profile murder investigation …’

‘Exactly, sir, and with due respect, that’s exactly what the murderer wants. He goes to the trouble of killing Daniels out of Sheff, chopping him up and lugging the body back to the site of Legley Road where he knows it’ll be found. In a filing cabinet. By Geoff Thomlins & Co—’

‘What? Geoff? Geoff Thomlins, the builder who owns …?’

Diana nods impatiently. ‘… or some random kids. This is a curated crime scene, sir. Totally premeditated. That filing cabinet’s only recently been moved; we had rain over the weekend so I can see the drag marks to the middle of the site. We were meant to discover it this week before full decomposition. We were meant to be able to identify the victim. And it was locked. With a key.’

Marchant looks at her as if she’s just swallowed his car keys. He turns to scowl at the pigeons scavenging in the gutter.

‘Just saying, sir – they may drop a few more clues.’

Marchant glares at her. ‘Or another body.’

‘And we need to find Leroy Young as a matter of urgency, as he was the last person seen with Daniels. Just a couple more days, sir.’

‘Walker, in a couple of days I want the bastard charged and locked up.’

Diana nods, heads for the door.

He groans. ‘OK, but I’m saying it’s Legley Road staff. And tomorrow I’m letting them know it’s Daniels.’

One day. It’s a compromise, but it’s as good as she’ll get.

‘Thank you, sir.’

Opening the door, she catches sight of Robertson at his desk. Her heart sinks.

‘Oh, sir. There’s an issue.’

‘What sort of issue, Walker?’

‘DS Carl Robertson, he used to work at the school. Only for a year. As a teaching assistant.’

‘Sake, Walker!’

‘I know, sir. But I really need him on this with me.’

‘When did he leave?’

‘2006.’

Marchant closes his eyes. ‘Four year since. OK, let me do some paperwork. Send him in for ten minutes. He could be helpful. We’ll need a formal statement though.’

‘Yes, sir. I’ll send him in now.’

The usual curse is muttered as she leaves.

The allotments are stacked in lush, ordered rows along the side of the hill. It’s peak harvesting time so there are several bent backs rummaging in Broomgrove greenery, cutting, pruning, collecting in barrows and buckets. Diana finds her mum’s easily: the only one with the huge bean-leaved forest caged in by bamboo, the sixty-two-year-old’s dark, shiny skin weaving in and out, long fingers snapping, tenderly pulling through the foliage. On the path beside the shed is a large colander of cherry tomatoes, greens and sweetcorn. A swollen butternut squash.

‘What’s in the pot tonight?’ Diana says, peeping through the canes.

Her mum’s round face peers over the heart-shaped leaves. A sunshine grin.

‘Diana! Githeri tonight. You want a plate?’

Diana inspects the colander. ‘Got a late one.’

‘You can carry this lot to the house then.’

The house is a mere three hundred yards away, so Diana nods, hoping the veg won’t dust up her black blazer and trousers. Her mum follows her out, twill garden shirt, loose floral smock and clogs, her greying hair braided tight to her scalp. Diana knows her mum wishes she wasn’t police, but she’s come to accept it as inevitable, growing up in Sheffield with Diana’s outsider problem-solving nature, her dyslexic lateral-thinking. They walk together down the path.

A long-limbed bronze-skinned man in worn overalls and green wellies strides towards them, pushing a barrow full of garden tools. His shoulder length black twists are tied off his face with a green bandana, yellow T-shirt grimy with sweat, a huge grin splitting his face.

‘Thanks for these, Rehema!’

‘No worries, Michael. I can’t be hoeing every day!’ Rehema cackles at her own joke. Michael looks at an invisible earthworm on his shoe. Diana shuts her eyes.

‘Just put them in the shed, Michael. Thanks.’ Rehema chuckles.

‘OK. And there’s some green beans at the end of the path for you.’

‘Wonderful! Oh, this is my daughter, Diana.’

Diana gives her mother a side glance. Michael nods briefly, turning and pushing the barrow towards the small shed.

‘What? You don’t want to stay and chat?’

‘I’m working, I told you …’

‘Work, work. I’ve got to get back anyway. It’s book club later and a potluck. You can’t come, I guess?’

‘No, Ma. I’m …’

‘Working.’ They say in unison.

‘It’s a murder case, and …’

‘People get murdered every day, Diana.’

‘Can’t catch a killer if I’m out at book clubs.’

Rehema pushes out her bottom lip. ‘Debatable.’

It’s pointless arguing with her mum. ‘I got five okra coming, you know.’

‘Really? You feeding them like I say?’

‘Of course. Give me a year or two, I’ll beat your wee forest, see.’

‘Hmmph!’ Rehema laughs. They are ambling up the path, Diana in front.

‘What book you reading?’

‘We’re just finishing this new one, The Book of Night Women. Then we’re starting Kindred by Octavia Butler. You should come along one evening. Help you get some perspective.’

‘Ma, my whole life is perspective. I don’t read books – I read crime scenes.’

Rehema reaches out and rubs her daughter’s slender shoulders.

‘See – that’s why you need perspective.’

They are at the door to the tall, terraced Edwardian house.

‘OK, Ma. Gonna get off. I’ll call for a plate later.’

Rehema half-smiles at the path, but her eyes are elsewhere.

‘MaMa’s deposition is needed for the Mau Mau Uprising Commission. I don’t want her stuck in some random hostel in London.’

‘What? Aw, wicked! And it’s not Mau Mau, Ma. It’s the Kenyan Human Rights Commission. Is the case really happening?’

Diana puts down the colander of vegetables. Rehema inspects them.

‘I think so. I’m converting my study into a bedsit for MaMa.’

‘MaMa.’ Diana exhales. ‘Is she OK about this?’

‘She needs to know she has done everything she can to get justice for Pa … and herself. But you know MaMa – a law unto herself.’

Pa. Another person neither of them know. Knew.

‘When’s she coming?’

‘Next week. And I’ll need you to help me out with her even if you have a murderer on the loose.’

A cold breeze blows down Diana’s neck. Rehema’s chuckling, but the air sticks in Diana’s throat.

Michael walks back down the path, the setting sun radiating behind him.

‘All good, Michael?’

He nods. ‘Thanks again, Rehema. You have a good evening.’

‘I will. You too.’

He smiles, nodding at Diana, and strides across to his patch. Rehema looks after him with a smile. Diana pecks her mother’s neck.

‘See you later. Love you, Ma!’

Rehema hugs her tightly. Diana trots back down the path, just as she has since she was ten.

Diana puts her key in the ignition, but has a moment to smile in wonder. MaMa is her favourite person in the whole world, her mother’s biological mother. Her one real link to her family’s unproven past. Her own father was a visiting Glaswegian professor with whom Rehema had a brief affair during her postgrad years. During a lecture on plant microbes, he suffered a very convenient heart attack, two weeks after Rehema told him she was pregnant. Professor John Carmichaels from Glasgow University. An expert on plant microbes. Published lots of papers on antinomycetes and algae, a couple on fungi and microbial ecosystems. Diana isn’t sure what that tells her exactly. She is growing some black mould in her bathroom, however. Although Rehema was raised by Scottish ex-missionaries in Edinburgh, she sought out her birth mother after having Diana and finding herself a single mum in Sheffield trying to finish an MSc in nutrition. Diana’s childhood summers were spent with MaMa in Bagamoyo. While MaMa and Rehema’s relationship is formal and strained, MaMa’s always warm and free with Diana. Still, it was Rehema who had urged MaMa to get justice. Justice for everything that started The Great Separation between MaMa and Rehema. Between the unknown and what is. MaMa is the key to that hope.

Diana starts the car.




Chapter 4

Wednesday 15th September, 2010 – The Ryano Hut, Sheffield


Bruno

Man, Wednesday night queue’s started rate early. Gicky gelled heads leaning on windows, hands on phones, spit on sidewalk. My clothes stink of chicken grease and Ryan’s dirty roll-ups. Can’t even read me own writing on this poxy notepad. Should get me eyes tested. Ms Calley used to go on about it. Don’t matter now. Not like I’m studying or owt.

Tasha screeching: ‘Dark chic-ken. Steamed veg. Fried dumplen!’

Usman, flashing his Nike Air Max, starts his mardy moan: ‘Chips! Oi. I won me chips.’

Into kitchen where Tasha’s sweating like some short treacle jug, ladling brown chicken. She’s gonna kick off when I ask for chips. Watch. Number 6, I say. She’s like, ‘He wan chips? And dumplen?’ Tasha can do fifty words in one eye-cut. She scoops chips onto a tray so here we go. Tasha – Usman, thank you. Rate. Next.

That’s when I see her. The light green-eyed, flat-iron-haired tan lady what drives an Audi TT cuz she’s a top auditor – not cuz she’s some dealer’s gal which makes her the ultimate baller. Plus she eats Jamaican food twice a week. And all I can run on her is, ‘Hiya Maya.’

That’s how I feel when I see her: High on Maya.

‘Same as usual please,’ she says. ‘Plus a serving of fried plantain. And make that two. I’ve brought Mr Samuels along for him to see you butcher.’

Next to her, a tall ginger with a square chin and a large, hooked nose. Bare forest sprouting out on it. Looks like CID in his plaid shirt and corduroys. Man’s nodding at me. I’m not sure about this – not on a Wednesday night. Ryan’ll kick off. But chance of an apprenticeship outside of Sheff’s too rare to pass up. What I really want to be is a paramedic. But nice one, Legley Road, you fked that up for me so beggars can’t be choosers.

Ryan come in, trying to make out he’s a boss. He’s a twat. I wish he wasn’t my dad, wish he’d cover his tattoos, wish he’d stop the medallion man shit. I reckon he fancies her. Holding out his hand. What’s she want to shake your greasy hand for? I’m not a business transaction, knobhead.

‘I’m Ryan, his dad. And his boss.’

Not for long if I can get this.

Nasal Hair: ‘Rob Samuels, Exclusive Game Butcher.’

I know Ryan’s got his schemes and reasons for getting me into Dewbow, but he can do one if he thinks I’m having owt to do with his county enterprising. I keep my eyes down and lead Maya and butcher through.

Back kitchen’s cold, dark. Two large fridges against one wall, two chest freezers against other. A large metal table in the middle. One frosted window with a crack in one corner. A sink. Two plastic bowls. Three butcher’s knives and a pair of poultry scissors resting on the draining rack. Half a bottle of cheap blue washing-up liquid and a scrubber. A roll of paper towel. Nasal Hair Samuels, sweating in his plaid shirt, leans against the chest freezer. He looks a bit nervous. Maya looks cool as fk, like it’s normal behaviour to spend Wednesday night carving chickens.

No one can style a chicken quart like me.

‘Maybe talk us through what you’re doing, Bruno.’ I love her voice. Just posh enough. I put on clean apron and take a plastic chopping board from behind the draining rack and sharpest butcher knife. Pick up the sharpening block, run the blade once, twice, thrice along its flat edge. Fridge is packed with six chickens. I get out the biggest, carefully placing it in middle of the board, plastic mixing bowl to one side. Don’t want her thinking I’m some savage. Wash me hands ’n’ all. Twice. Dry on the clean tea towel. Pick up knife.

‘First I quart it.’

‘You what it?’

‘Quart it, cut in smaller pieces and then remove the skin. So.’ I lift the legs. ‘Find the joint, break it back.’ Snap. ‘And cut it.’ I do same on other side. ‘Then remove the wings. Find the joint. Then cut, snap it back and cut again. Then … separate the breasts from the back and again.’

I lift the bony pink mass. ‘Find the joint and cut through. Separate the chicken wings.’

My fingers prise and then tug at the limbs, cut through the bone, smooth and easy like Nana showed me.

‘That’s a chicken quartered.’ I toss the parts in the bowl. ‘Then remove the skin from the legs.’

I peel off the skin with the paper towel like Nana taught me and leave skin to one side. ‘Separate the thigh from the drumstick with the poultry scissor. Now there’s two halves of breast. Each half cut into three pieces. So.’ I crunch through bone with each cut from the blades. Their eyes never leave the carcass.

‘That’s your chicken, good to go, for brown stew, curry, jerk, wings. Next you just wash it through in lemon juice water.’

‘He’s got his food hygiene certificate,’ Maya says.

Samuels nods slowly. ‘Great. Some lovely butchery there. Well done, Bruno. Can you get to Dewbow for 8 a.m. every Saturday?’

I’m nodding. I don’t know how, but I’ll get there. Man looking me up and down.

‘You strong enough for game?’

What’s he mean, game? Blood rush to me head. Ohhh – deer and pheasant and that. Still, Maya best not be fixing me up with no batty man. Heard about these sheep shaggers and gay farmers. Maya laughs like she’s reading my mind.

‘It’s hard work sometimes, Bruno.’

I shrug. ‘Be a change from here.’

‘Great. Seventy for the day plus bus fare? I’ll get the paperwork together and expect you Saturday at eight.’

Almost what I get for a week at Ryan’s chicken shit-shed.

Speak of the devil, he stomps in, phone in hand. ‘Hurry up, son. There’s a queue all the way down to the offy.’

He’s looking at Maya weird. Red-eye wasteman.

‘Sorry but Wednesday’s a busy night for us.’

‘It’s fine. We’ll get our chicken and go.’

Chicken and go. Go go go. She hands over a twenty-pound note to Ryan, snatches the white carrier bag off the counter as she strides out, hips swivelling in her tight navy pencil skirt and stilettos, that awesome ass on stallion pins. Rubber-necking men parting like the Red Sea before her. She turns as she gets to the car.

‘See you later, Bruno!’ she calls.

Sake. The grease and steam in this place. Can’t even get a grip on pencil.





Chapter 5

Thursday 16th September, 2010 – HQ, Sheffield

Diana squints at the autopsy report in front of her.

‘Anything?’ asks Robertson, approaching her desk with two mugs of steaming coffee. He tries to find a space amidst the piles of files, paper and Post-it note arrangements, gives up and just holds out Diana’s mug. She takes it without looking up from the report.

‘Thanks.’

Robertson sits down on the swivel chair by his well-ordered desk and slurps. ‘Brutal stuff.’

‘Shot in the neck in such a way back of his head wasn’t blown off. Takes some skill. Dismembered. Placed in a filing cabinet.’ She flattens the report on her desk. ‘Where’s rest on ’im?’

She flicks through the photos the CS photographer left on her desk. She needs to go back up there.

Robertson frowns. ‘A deer tick?’

‘A dead deer tick. It fell off. That’s the mark left,’ corrects Diana.

Robertson continues to scrutinise the report. ‘Aren’t ticks parasites? What’s he doing with a tick on his face?’

Diana shrugs. ‘Ticks latch onto fern from animals like sheep and deer. Most likely he wasn’t killed in Sheff.’

Diana hands the report to Robertson in a manilla folder.

‘You checked on Daniels’ social and financial situation?’

‘He wasn’t popular. Got the impression he was a bully, not particularly supportive of staff. I trawled through the Sheffield Star and the Telegraph too. A lot of staff and parents blamed him for the school closure.’

Diana sighs. ‘Narrows it down.’

Robertson flicks through his notes.

‘Divorced in May. His ex claims he repeatedly got in debt. Gambling.’

Diana picks up another file from her desk. ‘Tasty.’

‘Yup. Didn’t sound too fond of him. But that divorce just about cleaned him out. Plus she just lost out on the pension.’

‘Check her out all the same.’

Robertson shoots her a quick look. ‘Daniels had no luck since Legley Road closure. His new job was as a deputy at a Manor school in Special Measures.’

Lawton, a meaty sour-faced man in his late thirties with a bushy moustache, walks over, scooping over Robertson to read the report. ‘My money’s on an OCG. Bloke got himself in too deep. This is an execution to send a very clear message.’

Diana takes hold of the report. ‘Get me the facts, the info, even if it doesn’t fit our hypotheses.’

Lawton raises an eyebrow and turns away with a shrug. ‘Rate. But trust me …’

‘Trust the intel. Lawton, you and Neville get his bank details. Also, interview Geoff Thomlins. Find out a bit more about the site, the sale, and tell him zero activity on there until this is wrapped. It’s a crime scene.’

Neville and Lawton look at each other and nod – but not at Diana.

‘Who was the colleague he worked closest with when at Legley Road?’ she muses.

‘Looks like Leroy Young.’

‘What’s the love life like for Daniels and Young? Were they an item? Or about to be?’

‘Not Leroy Young. He was a right player, Boss. If there was a student teacher, he’d be sidling up to her, asking her to come out for Friday drinks after work with the rest of them, trying to get her number. Even the kids joked about it.’

‘So. Doesn’t mean to say he wasn’t interested in male encounters. Leroy Young …’ Diana looks at her screen. ‘Also missing since August Bank Holiday weekend. Didn’t turn up for work. Ex-wife thinks he’s just dodging his debts or shacked up with someone else. And find out who could have access to filing cabinet keys.’

Diana picks up the file and heads towards Marchant’s office.

‘Where you going, Boss?’ Robertson hates feeling he’s missed a beat, his face post-penalty-kick flop.

‘To tell the super we need to bring Young in for questioning pronto. Meanwhile, put him down as an official MisPer, unofficially a Person of Interest.’

The briefing room is like an unplugged fridge, smelling of mould and out-of-date meat with an underlayer of stale police fart. A clutter of tables is parked at the far end, back-ending a battered corkboard upon which Diana pierces a photo of the filing cabinet. DS Neville, DI Lawton and two other officers slouch against the back wall, DC Khan and DC O’Malley bums-on-desk. This airless box is the official incident room for Operation Kestrel – Diana’s name for the homicide investigation – hoping for a kestrel’s vantage. One of the room’s walls is devoted to pockmarked busted corkboard, the other three to peeling paint that last saw a brush three decades ago. The carpet’s worn to string in places, dried food rubbed into parts of it, cigarette ash and other unmentionables. Worn vinyl chairs are scattered around. DS Robertson pins some school photos to the corkboard. Leanna, the blonde office clerk, brings in a stack of plastic cups. Neville studies the back seam of her pencil skirt as she bends over to plug in the urn. Gorman and his crew from CSI stand in the far corner, sipping beige grey liquid out of the flimsy plastic cups. Marchant hovers around the door, nodding briefly at DS Neville and DI Lawton who give the slightest of nods back.

Diana faces the cluttered space, impatiently pushing back her wiry locks, wrenching a black band off her wrist before snapping it around the unruly curls. Robertson hands her a pointer, which she passes between both hands.

‘Right, we know the basics. Gorman, can you update us on new revelations from the CSI and autopsy?’

 Gorman weaves through the chairs, holding some stapled papers, pushing his wire-framed specs up his nose.

‘The dismembered head, left arm and neck were in a black sealed bin bag. Entomology of maggot larvae and flies revealed two weeks of decay. The neck had been severed using professional meat-cutting surgical or butchery tools in a methodical manner. Death occurred prior to mutilation and a large bullet hole in the cervical spine section revealed entry of a bullet possibly from a rifle or large bore gun. Fern spores and a deer tick on the body suggest the murder took place in woodland. The body was alive while in woodland else the tick would not have stuck.’

‘We are liaising with Greater Manchester and Derbyshire police forces as fern spores are usually found in the Peak District.’ Diana looks towards Robertson, who steps forward, hands in pockets.

‘Unfortunately, CCTV was taken off the site a couple of weeks before the end of August.’ He hesitates, looking towards Diana and then at the large brown envelope on the table. Diana opens the envelope, pulling out a photograph which she pins in the centre of the corkboard. A grinning, round-faced, balding man with blue eyes, a wonky nose, and big ears stares back at the room. Short gasp and murmur.

‘The former head of the former headmaster of Legley Road High School, John Daniels. Neville, Lawton, I want everything you can pull on this guy: his past, his future, his bank account, his relationships, his habits, how often he brushed his teeth, any parents he particularly infuriated, who he last kissed. As Gorman just told you, it would seem the body was brought back to Sheffield, having been killed elsewhere, and was purposefully parked in a filing cabinet on the same school site as his last place of employment. The murderer seems to want to make a point.’

Diana moves around the room, thinking aloud, pirouetting to face the corkboard herself. ‘What is that point? Why not make Daniels a MisPer, put him in a shallow grave? Why a filing cabinet? On a site where building work is soon to start? And who was the last person to see John Daniels?’

Robertson clears his throat. ‘Two different neighbours saw him get in a silver car with a tall black man on Saturday 28th August. Neighbours put time around eleven a.m. They can’t confirm the car model or plate. No CCTV. Seemed surprised to learn he was a headmaster. No one saw him return. His own car, the Lexus, has not moved. Was the tall black man Leroy Young? If not, who was he? Where is he? No sounds from flat and bins not put out. Just seemed to disappear from there. According to phone records, he’s not made a text or call since then, although we still haven’t recovered his phone or clothes. There’s been no cash withdrawals, card payments on Daniels’ bank account since Friday 27th August. His mum’s dead, father in a home with Alzheimer’s, siblings over in Australia. I think folk just assumed he was on holiday or busy preparing for school, a new life as a single man.’

‘Leroy Young. Another missing mystery. On the run or another victim?’

She nods at Robertson.

He looks at his notes. ‘Leroy sent his last text Saturday 28th August at twelve noon to his missus, Julie Young, saying he’d see her in a couple of hours. She’s not seen or heard from him since. There’s been movement on his joint account as Mrs Young’s been using it, but nothing on his own personal account since Bank Holiday. His mum, Mrs Young Senior, came in to report him missing on Monday 13th September, but it wasn’t put on the list till now. He’s gone off-radar before, usually when in debt.

‘Also, some gym gear for a male much taller than Daniels was found at Daniels’ flat. The sofa looked like someone had been sleeping on it and there was a rolled-up sleeping bag behind it. There’s some official mail for Leroy Young care of Daniels’ address.’

Lawton rocks on heels, suddenly interested. ‘So, these two just go AWOL?’ he says.

Diana shrugs. ‘Let’s double-check DNA. If Young has a key, why hasn’t he been back? Or asked after Daniels? And why sofa-surf at Daniels’ instead of his own home? So far no indications they were an item, so what’s going on?’

Scribblings and scratchings of heads, legs, elbows.

‘Have we traced and interviewed all school staff?’

‘In process, Boss. Several have died, or left before the closure.’

‘Who?’

Robertson squints down at his list, flicking pages.

‘Aaliyah Matthews, the assistant bursar left December 2007, Mr Griffiths the bursar off sick from August 2007 and then died of cancer in February 2008. Then there’s Leroy Young and Daniels, obviously …’

Diana interrupts. ‘This case involves a community that feels it was betrayed by the school, the council and the Planning Commission.’

‘Someone said “Heads will roll!” and meant it,’ Lawton mutters.

Marchant snorts.

Diana glares at Lawton. ‘Robertson used to work there, so I’ve asked him to provide the background context.’

Robertson end-taps his notes on the desk.

‘Legley Road High School founded in 1958 as a boys’ grammar school. Excellent academic reputation. It replaced Uppercliff’s grammar school. In 1970, it became a mixed school and a comprehensive by joining with Uppercliff School for Girls. It’s in the south-western tip of Sheffield, so focused on the diversity and excellent academics, sport and the arts.’

‘It was a good school.’

‘Yeah, Boss. Legley Road – split-site school as set on a very enviable green site, lots of leafy woodland, rolling grassy fields, next to the Mansley Moor Park. Old established trees. Great property round here, and it’s the closest school to Derbyshire on the south-west edge.’

‘What went wrong?’

‘Sheffield Local Education Authority, LEA, and UK politics. At first there was a good mix of white and ethnically diverse …’

He flicks a cautious eye at Diana, but she is staring out of the window.

‘… students. But as the asylum-seeking Pakistanis, Somalis, Afghans and Syrians started to move in …’

‘The middle-class whites moved out.’

‘They went to Laurendale or King Edward’s, over the hill.’

‘And the trauma and behavioural issues increased while the curriculum stayed the same

























































































































OEBPS/xhtml/toc.xhtml


Contents



		Cover


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Note to Reader


		Dedication


		Contents


		Prologue: Quarter-Moon, April, 1955 – Kenya


		Chapter 1: Tuesday 14th September, 2010 – Dewbow, Derbyshire


		Chapter 2: Monday 30th August, 2010 – Creamfields, Halton, Cheshire


		Chapter 3: Wednesday 15th September, 2010 – Sheffield Police HQ


		Chapter 4: Wednesday 15th September, 2010 – The Ryano Hut, Sheffield


		Chapter 5: Thursday 16th September, 2010 – HQ, Sheffield


		Chapter 6: Friday 17th September, 2010 – The Ryano Hut, Sheffield


		Chapter 7: Saturday 18th September, 2010 – Pond Street Bus Station, Sheffield


		Chapter 8: Monday, 20th September, 2010 – Nottingham


		Chapter 9: Tuesday 21st September, 2010 – Dewbow, Derbyshire


		Chapter 10: Wednesday 22nd September, 2010 – Rehema’s House, Sheffield


		Chapter 11: Thursday 23rd September, 2010 – Sheffield Hq


		Chapter 12: Friday 24th September, 2010 – Dewbow


		Chapter 13: Saturday 25th September, 2010 – Sheffield


		Chapter 14: Monday 27th September, 2010 – Rehema’s House, Sheffield


		Chapter 15: Tuesday 28th September, 2010 – Sheffield


		Chapter 16: Wednesday 29th September, Northern General Hospital, Sheffield


		Chapter 17: Friday 1st October, 2010 – Sheffield


		Chapter 18: Monday 4th October, 2010 – Legley Road Manse, Sheffield


		Chapter 19: Tuesday 5th October, 2010 – Sheffield HQ


		Chapter 20: Wednesday 6th October, 2010 – University Of Wolverhampton, Canteen


		Chapter 21: Thursday 7th October, 2010 – Dewbow


		Chapter 22: Friday 8th October, 2010 – Bracewell Smith, Sheffield


		Chapter 23: Saturday 9th October, 2010 – Dewbow


		Chapter 24: Sunday 10th October, 2010 – Sheffield


		Chapter 25: Monday 11th October, 2010 – Dewbow


		Chapter 26: Wednesday 13th October, 2010 – Sypd HQ, Sheffield  


		Chapter 27: Thursday 14th October, 2010 – Briefing Room, Sheffield


		Chapter 28: Friday 15th October, 2010 – Park Hill, Sheffield


		Chapter 29: Saturday 16th October – Dewbow


		Chapter 30: Tuesday 19th October, 2010 – The Ryano Hut, Sheffield


		Chapter 31: Thursday 21st October, 2010 – Sheffield


		Chapter 32: Saturday 23rd October, 2010 – Sheffield


		Chapter 33: Sunday 24th October, 2010 – The Fountain, Sheffield


		Chapter 34: Monday 25th October, 2010 – King Edward’s School, Sheffield


		Chapter 35: Tuesday 26th October, 2010 – Café, Wolverhampton


		Chapter 36: Saturday 30th October, 2010 – Dewbow


		Chapter 37: Sunday 31st October, 2010 – Dewbright Hall, Dewbow


		Chapter 38: Monday 1st November, 2010 – Sheffield HQ


		Chapter 39: Wednesday 3rd November, 2010 – Rehema’s House, Sheffield


		Chapter 40: Thursday 4th November, 2010 – Dewbow


		Chapter 41: Friday 5th November, 2010 – Sheffield HQ


		Chapter 42: Saturday 6th November, 2010 – Sheffield HQ


		Chapter 43: Monday 8th November, 2010 – Sheffield HQ


		Chapter 44: Wednesday 10th November, 2010 – Dewbow


		Chapter 45: Wednesday 10th November, 2010 – Sheffield HQ


		Chapter 46: Sunday 14th November, 2010 – Dewbow


		Chapter 47: Monday 15th November, 2010 – The Ryano Hut, Sheffield


		Chapter 48: Monday 29th November, 2010 – Dewbow


		Epilogue: Friday 16th July, 2011


		Saturday 30th October, 2011 – Dewbow


		Acknowledgements


		Keep Reading …


		About the Author


		About the Publisher








Page List



		iii


		iv


		v


		vi


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		23


		24


		25


		26


		27


		28


		29


		30


		31


		32


		33


		34


		35


		36


		37


		38


		39


		40


		41


		42


		43


		44


		45


		46


		47


		48


		49


		50


		51


		52


		53


		54


		55


		56


		57


		58


		59


		60


		61


		62


		63


		64


		65


		66


		67


		68


		69


		70


		71


		72


		73


		74


		75


		76


		77


		78


		79


		80


		81


		82


		83


		84


		85


		86


		87


		88


		89


		90


		91


		92


		93


		94


		95


		96


		97


		98


		99


		100


		101


		102


		103


		104


		105


		106


		107


		108


		109


		110


		111


		112


		113


		114


		115


		116


		117


		118


		119


		120


		121


		122


		123


		124


		125


		126


		127


		128


		129


		130


		131


		132


		133


		134


		135


		136


		137


		138


		139


		140


		141


		142


		143


		144


		145


		146


		147


		148


		149


		150


		151


		152


		153


		154


		155


		156


		157


		158


		159


		160


		161


		162


		163


		164


		165


		166


		167


		168


		169


		170


		171


		172


		173


		174


		175


		176


		177


		178


		179


		180


		181


		182


		183


		184


		185


		186


		187


		188


		189


		190


		191


		192


		193


		194


		195


		196


		197


		198


		199


		200


		201


		202


		203


		204


		205


		206


		207


		208


		209


		210


		211


		212


		213


		214


		215


		216


		217


		218


		219


		220


		221


		222


		223


		224


		225


		226


		227


		228


		229


		230


		231


		232


		233


		234


		235


		236


		237


		238


		239


		240


		241


		242


		243


		244


		245


		246


		247


		248


		249


		250


		251


		252


		253


		254


		255


		256


		257


		258


		259


		260


		261


		262


		263


		264


		265


		266


		267


		268


		269


		270


		271


		272


		273


		274


		275


		276


		277


		278


		279


		280


		281


		282


		283


		284


		285


		286


		287


		288


		289


		290


		291


		292


		293


		294


		295


		296


		297


		298


		299


		300


		301


		302


		303


		304


		305


		306


		307


		308


		309


		310


		311


		312


		313


		314


		315


		316


		317


		318


		319


		320


		321


		322


		323


		324


		325


		326


		327


		328


		329


		330


		331


		332


		333


		334


		335


		336


		337


		338


		339


		340


		341


		342


		343


		344


		345


		346


		347


		348


		349


		350


		351


		352


		353


		354


		355


		356


		357


		358


		359


		360


		361


		362


		363


		364


		365


		366


		367


		368


		369


		370


		371


		372


		373


		374


		375


		376


		377


		378


		379


		380


		381


		382


		383


		384


		385


		i


		ii







Landmarks



		Cover


		Start


		Contents


		Prologue


		Chapter 1










OEBPS/image/cover.jpg
‘Everything I love in a crime novel — passion, interesting
and rooted characters, and a great story’ Ann Cleeves

THE
DAY

ROARING





OEBPS/image/logo.png





